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# EPIGRAPH 

Does nature not remain silent about almost everything, even about our bodies, banishing and enclosing within us a proud, illusory consciousness, far away from the twists and turns of the bowels, the rapid flow of the blood stream and the complicated tremblings of the nerve-fibres? Nature has thrown away the key, and woe betide fateful curiosity should it ever succeed in peering through a crack in the chamber of consciousness, out and down into the depths, and thus gain an intimation of the fact that humanity, in the indifference of its ignorance, rests on the pitiless, the greedy, the insatiable, the murderous—clinging in dreams, as it were, to the back of a tiger. 
—Friedrich Nietzsche

We shall seek a third tiger. This
Will be like those others a shape
Of my dreaming, a system of words
A man makes and not the vertebrate tiger
That, beyond the mythologies,
Is treading the earth. I know well enough
That something lays on me this quest
Undefined, senseless and ancient, and I go on
Seeking through the afternoon time
The other tiger, that which is not in verse.
—Jorge Luis Borges 



# ON THE BACK OF A TIGER
 
there 
is a wasp revolving in lazy 
circles 
beside my leg tracing a path through the 
 
invisible geography of 
particles and currents 
in which we find ourselves enfolded bound together in 
this shared landscape of sensation subjects both to 
matter and degree cocreators of perceptual existence a 
world recurring through a series of ever 
shifting lenses a world 
of sound and smoke present to us but only 
so in absence and unavailability and hunger a 
system of exchange predicated on desire or maybe its 
production it all depends 
who you ask who's speaking and naming what 
like this wasp pinned 
to the board of categorical thought with just 
one word 
 
just one because when
you read wasp you know 
something about it you grasp a specific knowledge 
that informs your understanding of the 
thing as a thing that is not another 
thing and so 
is itself a wasp 
not a bee 
not a friendly necessary busy worker 
but an angry invasive hunter 
and its buzzing and circling points 
not to flowers 
and honey and sweetness and sunlight but to 
pain 
and 
terror significance captured in word and choice 
the experience of presence available as a 
refracting sign 
 
a linguistic hall 
 
of mirrors recursively reaching to infinity like hawking's turtles 
that 
precarious tower of knowing that punctures all 
boundaries and limits and systems that spectre of a
sublimated past churning beneath the surface of our 
 
culture but i get ahead
of myself all thesis and no prologue
so let me begin again with
that eternal
heartbeat that primal polarity that undulation of being
between unity and division not as
opposition but
as
process a cycle
like the metronome of breath 
the constant dichotomy of
inhale and exhale through 
which my body finds its voice and so
its presence made manifest in utterance 
and relation
but wait 
there i go again let me simplify
 
things and when i say
things i 
mean things all those objects and
 
artifacts that fill in 
your world your laptop and your
desk chair 
and your favourite sweater all those things and 
their 
purposes caught up within the penumbra of selfhood 
and sense riddled with meaning insofar as we speak
 
it what 
are these apart from 
us but peculiar collocations 
of matter left over from that cataclysmic beginning what 
are we but the same vessels of 
 
oblivion it’s the philosopher’s game take a
leaf any 
 
leaf and consider what it is consider 
it as
 
unique and utterly individualized
and
you will find that you cannot that the
thing in itself is unavailable that the essence of
it evades you
that its leafiness is nothing but an image of
a
primal
form agreed upon
by social fiat by forgetting the unlike
and the different by
calling it the same and so the essential
quality of it is
lost reduced in relation to the words
with which we designate and
categorize and contain it
 
this is the edifice of ideas the pyramidal
order of castes and degrees and laws those
 
privileges and subordinations and definitions and borders
that constitute the cathedral of
concepts in which
the mighty lock themselves and despair nothing and
for nothing dust to dust searching
for answers in bosons and bits while everything
around them decays and fades sinking back into chaos
that
which was built broken down that which
was gathered scattered that which
was born
passed
away and
all meaningless meaningless as the teacher
cries bitter to his end the
mystic is of
little solace that
ideological counterpart to our philosophical friend that other
side of the coin which has
lost its
stamp that
shamanic wizard
of a man
who sees in winds and
birds and dreams
forms projected and drawn like constellations
on the sphere of cognition spoken into being given
life in words
while
deceiving all those faithful who prostrate themselves
before their shrines and images and ipads pursuing vision
in hollow eyes
providence
in empty hands and purpose in voiceless mouths
 
 
such absurdity when philosopher and mystic
 
spar and fail to recognize one another 
the first seeking essence in things
beyond purpose the second seeking purpose
in things beyond essence each the other
denying and
refuting the significance of the relationship
between this is
the synthesis of the philosopher’s
question the synthesis which
he himself resists the 
thing in itself
exists only as
a relation between
purpose and essence a complex body consisting and
appearing and acting at once in union and division
 
you see why the heartbeat is important the
push and pull the in and
out the undulation of things
in this eternal pulse the thing in itself becomes
an illusion nothing but the
invisible bar at the point of articulation between purpose
and essence the
simultaneous separating and joining of disparate parts that occurs
only in utterance and relation
if truth is simply a set of socially 
agreed upon
designations for the matter around us naming is an
 
act of self-deception by 
which the world as it is
is lost and
we who see are left with a choice
to accept the
deception and
its risks
or to reject it and accept
in exchange futility is this not
the
definition of despair
either
the ignorance of consciousness or the renunciation of it
the one seeking within that which he lacks without
the other
seeking without that which he lacks within here 
these two
ceaselessly pivoting around the axis of being swinging from
 
its poles
failing to recognize or refusing to
acknowledge their own polarity playing into the 
binaric prison of their own shortsightedness taking half
of this fractured world and calling it enough
 
but let me stop myself again
before i get even more carried away
before i fall too deeply
into the
 
sophist’s fragile dialectic let me stop myself and
tell you why this matters why things
and selves and purposes and essences
are important at all why i
continue to argue with some old dead white 
guy over the dry and desolate bones of reality 
let me
stop myself before i can’t 
 
our
philosopher presents us with a false dichotomy
subject
object
within or without the man of
intuition or the man of reason but the conjunction
is all wrong not a question
of or
but and subject and object within and
 
without intuition and
reason never
one without
the other
as
 
soon as one side
of the coin
is taken
for
its whole the frame collapses and
knowing fails
only at the point of articulation
can signification occur only at the place between can
anything be known at all
truly then our correct
perception of things occurs only in the contradictory
and impossible in the aesthetic relation
between sameness
and difference subject and object
in the
allusive transference of unity into division and back again
essence and purpose thing and nothing
in circuit and
in
process never as
product that’s the lie of giants
those
who fear that which
can exist only in
speaking only in
liminality in that unnameable space denied by the
cynic
as illusory and intangible
and therefore unimaginable undermining the possibility of intimacy and
knowing for fear of their shifting into
exchange and imitation stifling the
potentiality of voice before it is even given
air hiding within the fracture of partial
 
self
perception so
let’s discard
 
this broken frame
let’s set the coin
 
on edge and spin it off the table
 
our philosopher reproduces the fixity
he despises choosing defeat in a game of
his own design stopping short of liberation from
the hollow binary that he confronts his
is a project of repudiation left incomplete and dissolute
starved of purpose by the
despair of its own
terms waiting for those
readers who in frustration will
not settle for its
failure who perceive by negation the argument
it cannot bear a
politics of meaning found within the movement of our
language a
solution to the problem
of reference and representation that exists
entirely
beyond individual control made possible only by the
presence the appearing of others
but you've listened to me chastise
this dead man long enough what's needed now is
a return a regrounding of
our politics a
resituation of our first object within
the flux of relation
so consider again the wasp distant now in
time separated from this present moment
by the accretion of
words but present still
in memory in the
space carved from the matter of your consciousness by
the edges
of this text in
the
 
atemporal always now of
cognition consider this and
recognize the problem
such a
 
consideration poses the problem of the wasp
as an act of signification as an
act
of transposition between
mediums from the bodily
the somatic into the
sensory data of perception into the image constructed from
that data and finally
into text into word and speech into
 
letters to be voiced
and mutually understood by participants in this game that
we call language consider then
that the wasp to which i
refer is not the same
wasp you imagine but a shared mental concept
which we implicitly agree
to label with the same four
letters an agreement determined for us by
the force of customary expression as dictated by
our grammar yes the wasp exists as a
physical body intervening in spacetime
 
but here between you and i inscribed in the
firing of synapses the wasp becomes a sign
this corporeal intervention encoded in the split
body of signifier and
signified in the
arbitrarily assigned phonemes
w-a-s-p that situate the thing within
the field of language
this is fundamental linguistics
the sign
as arbitrary
and
split but
what is often missed often
forgotten is movement the
sliding of the sign
between registers between worlds between perceptions crossing over
the boundary between word and thing subject
and object self and other rupturing these
 
categories as much as it creates
them fluctuating like quantum particles refusing
to sit still to
be observed to be easily delimited a
sign when reduced to this delimitation to its
dictionary definition becomes ossified trapped within the borders of
convention
deprived of its fundamental reciprocity
the structure looms with the illusion of fixity
when in fact the structure is no more
fixed than its speaking
the sign in its inherent movement
 
produces a doubled world a chimera of
the concrete and conceptual
the symbolic and the real fused together as a
continuous substance a loop including nature and our bodies
and the web of signs we use to
describe both this is language as process as
an intrinsic part of things rather than
an
externally imposed
illusion an intimacy with
 
 
the world by which the sea of
material data in which we are
awash becomes distinct and meaningful
and so
language
becomes no different than blinking or breath
 
or pulse another fundamental oscillation
of the self within an ever changing
world an ecology with its
own
unique rules and functions and entities a
part of and attached to and adjacent to it
an ecosystem of symbolic objects that interpenetrate
everything around them shaping and shaped by relation
the thing in itself is a fruitless and
foolish exercise a
grasping after shadows ghostbusters
for 
nihilists an atavistic desire for a
nothingness that never was an emptiness
beyond itself
as physicists tell us even
the void is not empty a
field of
uncertainty and apparent randomness
but never empty and so with the sign uncertain
and in flux but
 
never empty this is the fatal conflation
of arbitrariness with meaninglessness fatal
in that it denies all possibility for change 
that it denies the very nature of the sign
 
relying upon a reductive definition of
things apart from their processes apart from their overlappings
within this tangled fabric we call reality
 
and what is reality
 
 
 
but a
set of interacting quantum fields described by a
wave
function by
a
 
number a sign an
articulated meaning
language is necessarily its own subject and
object irreducible to a singularity always
already dual
this
is the cyclic dichotomy of the sign
divided yet indivisible twofold essence against the
definition
of
such
split figure the different conjoined and intermingled
meaningful only in and precisely because of 
the shuttling between these irrationally bound halves
the true and unique object of linguistic study
 
can only be understood as
a network a
matrix 
a complex of intergenerative significations
and this complex
is
the sign and the sign is this
complex
and so knowing becomes
a
 
series
of 
interlocking frames through which the world and 
 
thought crystallize each other
a recursive focalization of the conceptual
through the real and back again
a perpetually shifting series of pathways
whereby consciousness circulates within and
stretches beyond its own borders where the affective blurs
with the ideational reason with irreason body with spirit
or
that which our psychoanalysts
call the apparatus of the self
the mechanism or function of experience
the storehouse of being structured in cumulative difference in
the movement along the passages of becoming
a looping transit indifferent to the arrow of time
the subject is a reciprocal assemblage always already
formed and forming in its meeting with
and recognition of
itself
it is being and process a transfiguration
from essence to essence deep to
deep
the self divorced
from sequential relations of cause
and effect reconstituted as a mutual
 
 
crossing over as an entering into
and recollection of the other in absentia
 
this necessary chiasmus is cause and consequence of
the sign and its structure of the
movement between orders the
sliding of difference along the chain of association
 
past and future positioned in tension as
functions
 
of
presence the two
components
of time’s dialogic hinge facilitators of the
dissymmetric conversation between the self’s iterations and its potentialities
but the words have built
up again
what’s important here
is the hinge the articulation between
signifier and signified the juncture where the self
appears coheres inheres which is to say that the
crossing and sliding of
the sign
is the foundational process of the self 
a process that has always
already occurred
that
is always already occurring or let me put it 
another way the self
is the continual instantiation and assertion of meaning
by way of signification
this loop between
self and sign is both
mobius and gordian
 
intertwined and inseparable knot of
subjectivity that simply by the exteriority
of language continuously exposes the individual to
the world without while grounding this exteriority in
the world within
 
subject and
object can
only exist within each other variant wholes recursively
contingent refractions of a contiguous reality alienated
from itself abstractions of a complex rhythm forced
into an irreconcilable separation reified
by the dogma of the enlightenment
our return then is to the site of articulation
that functional anchor of selfhood first grounded in the
mirror the child’s recognition of itself as
simultaneously other and same the division of its
nebulous experience
into these two overlapping psychological modalities a functional rather
than ontological split between orders between reason
and imagination between selves a split that
is profoundly uncomfortable for the subject and so
is resisted some
by rejecting the articulatory
function entirely as our philosopher before declaring
it all a lie while others by privileging 
one side or the
other the rational over the
imaginative or vice versa sacrificing the richness of 
the middle ground for the comfort of
perceived unity for an illusory return to the 
simplicity before 
conscious awareness
before the ordering of the chaotic wash of
stimulus by the symbolic order of language this first
grounding
first
 
articulation first speaking of the self is a wordless
utterance of emplacement situating the body in
space as unique and discrete as
an actor
rather than passive participant demarcating
 
 
the subject’s entry
 
into time
it is this demarcation that precipitates 
the barring of subjectivity its splitting its initiation into
the rhythm of existence the heartbeat
of
things and it is this
demarcation through exposure to the symbolic
that
joins the sign and the self in
 
 
perpetuity that
imposes on the self the
 
dual essence of language
that enables it to perceive itself
in relation to itself
as a union
of subject and
object as mediator between the spheres of experience
as a
creative force invested with
the capacity to
move to grow to change to transcend 
its own conditions and categories to make
of its reality a new order
a new agency emerging
from the insistence of the sign the rupture
and wakening of the individual from
out
of the
creature the elevation of the subject from the
immediacy of moments
bounded by the limits of sensory data into
the ebb of
time
the eternal
present that binds together past and
future the braid of consciousness generated in the
procession of the
self along the
 
pathways of experience
in its reaching and stepping into the
probabilities of
the future this is
the mingling
of essences enabled by the sign the moment and
its memory
the speaking and its echo the
blending of the what was and the
now and the not yet
without the
sign the self remains trapped in
the wailing protoawareness
of
infant
desire all need and potential with
no capacity for satisfaction afloat
and bobbing but
unable to swim
that first encounter with the mirror the child’s first
moment of
self-awareness which is
to say the child’s acknowledgment and recognition
of itself as
itself
is simultaneously the first assertion of
distinct identity and the first instance of
the
sign’s
articulation
the first
act
of
the symbolic in the subject
the first act of the subject in the
symbolic first first first all these beginnings one
in
many and many in one bound up together
in the dance of presence bringing
voice to desire
and meaning to the rush of images into
which the self is born
subsumed
the barred self
must be understood
in
this way as a dance a
series of 
 
steps a chain
of relations a storehouse of events set into
movement by its speaking


the child before the mirror
finds voice
in his
reflection in
presence
in structure the mirror as idea
the stadium of the imaginary
in which the infant is caught and 
captivated by its twin the whole form before it
in
opposition to
the chaotic unbounded perimeter of the fragmented it
the desiring body anticipating movement a
movement first realized in that voiceless
utterance of recognition and identification the self’s
assumption of the image as
its own
this moment is the hinge the articulation the speaking
the first undulation first 
pulse first breath of the symbolic
it is the structuring event
of subjectivity the rupturing
of the imaginary and the integration of the word
 
to speak of the mind to
speak of subjectivity and spirit is to speak
of
language
the presence of
what
has been called the letter in the 
unconscious
the function of the sign
in its recursivity as the grounds of cognition the
material support of the word that the subject enters
into and therein
finds its voice the
name under which
the self’s
desires are ordered 
the letter roused from sleep
in the moment of recognition begins its work finding
in form the necessary movement of being
at the site
of the mirror the
bar of signification the self is anchored arranging itself
in sequence around that
initial punctuated moment of meaning apprehending the flow of
time and its presence in it as self
as same as i a
 
continuous whole continuously unfolding appearing as now at the
 
joint between past and
 
future reflecting on experience and projecting possibility tracing and
retracing the pathways between
memories and movements establishing fixity in the 
flux of difference discovering purpose in
the enigma
of
alterity these are
not riddles
not side
steppings of 
truth this is the radical consubstantiation of the self
fixity and alterity sameness and difference form and
movement
 
you
see again why the heartbeat is important
why the
rhythm inherent to being cannot be
ignored
 
the insistence of the sign is the
 
essence of the individual dual
and indivisible as the sign in itself an essence
revealed by the child and its
reflection
the
other integrated as self the mapping
of the object onto
the subject through the introjection
of the symbolic simultaneous with the
mapping of 
the subject onto the object through the projection of
the imaginary the ego and its ideal the ideal
 
and its ego the self at the point between
the point of unity and always also division
the
point of identification and relation the
self with
itself the self and the sign without which the
 
self is deprived of its
agency its desire left unwilled
its thought lost to wind
and shadow
 
you see the heartbeat you see the coherence
of the complex whole you
see the
self individuated as in
the pattern of language its own subject
and object within and without in constant conversation in
 
speaking and in
utterance and in articulation all
this repetition
and rambling is not
 without its meaning there is purpose
 
to my
 
circling
an end to my persistence this text
like the
mind is a storehouse of events a
series of meanings the first object of which fixes
the anchor between reader and word as the first
instance of self-recognition fixes the anchor
between subject and world
this object-instance of which i speak
is
the wasp that arbitrary conglomerate of atoms
and phonemes that exists in
the mind as 
a unified concept tethered
to a
sensory referent by the agency of the
letter embedded in the text as our
initial site of meaning the embodiment of
the sign to which we 
return by necessity like children to first recollection emplacing
the self
through constant recitation of being and appearance
utterance as recurrence a relation of echoes
the reverberation and refraction of data within the
fold of cognition the fold between
subjects the
space where knowing is articulated
this space is the divide the
non-
space the border between selves whether i and other
or i and me
the coalesced self
and the
 
specular double neither the source or ground of
identity but
together constituting subjectivity in the entanglement of
looking the self spans this
 
non-space inhabiting the gap
existing
as process beyond
essence
or at
least
beyond the simple definition of such ever the
same
ever different a chain of
simultaneities and successions thing and event
object and
instance spatiotemporal body here and there now and
then irreducible to a definition
a value a price the
subject
as a
function of
the sign
is and is not
this function a symbolic creature constantly exceeding its 
 
own symbols an untranslatable text sliding shifting always already
more than itself
i am this face this body this name this
collection of emotions and
desires this will this purpose this motivation
these
tastes these
affections these friends
this brother this mother
and
father these teachers this
lover this this this i
am
these and yet more everything and nothing
 
everything and
all unknowable
in totality but
knowable all the same a participant in
the fold the
chain in constant articulation with
the objects around me with the others through
 whom i find my voice
this is the urgency of the letter
the motivation in my writing the philosopher’s
solution is
an empty choice between delusion and despair
face to face with the arbitrariness of the
sign he persists in seeking the
essence
of things and fails finding only
 
 
that the thing in itself is unavailable the
wasp accessible to us only in 
the chimeric joining of word and matter denouncing
and railing against it all as an illusion
relegating rational and
imaginative alike to ultimate and inevitable suffering a
suffering that
he accepts brazenly in tragic prescience of his own
descent into madness and loss
he does
not move beyond
the apparent emptiness of
the sign cannot step outside
his original project desiring always axioms and data points
and quantifiable
values encountering instead the illimitable the 
uncontainable and the excessive
that even our impartial numbers intrinsic to
nature are a symbolic imposition a human identification
of equivalency in the world real only
insofar as we understand them to be consistent
 
we
cannot escape ourselves cannot escape our suffering
there are no easy definitions no meanings outside
relation and so we find ourselves circling revolving
like the wasp in search of its next meal
there is no substance to meaning no single simplest
form meaning
is
always deferred recurring to infinity or at least to 
a point beyond the scope of our bounded faculties
 
even i
am deferred never fully localizable or traceable
 
never fully consummated frayed on either end
of this delimitation of experience that i
call me selfhood without grounds asserting
significance by reason of presence a presence insisted upon
 
by a will
other than my own i am and yet
i am displaced absent though appearing a sequence of
moments available only in memory
my being separated
from my
presence
by the careening and relentless trajectory of now i
am what i was i am
what i will be but i am only
here
invested with agency in this moment this instant alone
finite infinity instantaneous eternity a contradiction a paradox
a broken loop the essential self
essentially
other essentially elsewhere essentially absent
which
means in essence essentially
nothing at all
i repeat i circle and the words
build up echoing and returning to themselves through
 
layers of accretion
but
these layers this circling
this return once again is of the utmost importance
only here in cyclicity can meaning persist only in
the insistence of the letter in the
articulation of the sign
can
the
 
subject exist only in the appearing
made possible by its voice can a self become
a self
at all the chain the loop
 
the mirror the hinge the knot the tower
of knowing these metaphors are worthless so long
as they remain unspoken so long
as they remain unmotivated by the individual
the unobservable hinge the
bar of
consciousness embodies our philosopher’s problem its reality inherent to
the concept apart from any actual
biological structure
real insofar
as it describes an actual process
that grounds the material happenings of the
thinking subject but let me
complicate things further consider this thinking consider
consciousness itself in terms purely
of matter consider the brain and
 
its synapses the infinitely complex
matrices of 
atoms that combine
and
somehow produce the mind consider this somehow
consider it
in these terms and the product the 
thing which is nothing but yourself is
reduced to a system of illusions by
which your experiences and actions
can be
schematized and the
very consideration you have just
undertaken a peculiar
glitch of genetic encoding endemic to
the
species homo sapiens
this sapience is the problem self-awareness self-consciousness
whatever you want
to call it this sapience is 
a problem
because
 
it is not grounded in things words
thoughts memories these mental constructs to
which we cling so tightly around which
we center ourselves
upon which we ground the notion of our
humanity these constructs are not things not in the
aristotelian essential sense
not in the way our philosopher would
have it they operate on the
principle of the sign
strange pulsating centres of meaning
divided but indivisible groundless but
grounded present absent fixed changing continuity
 
spanning moment inhabiting category enforcing boundary
 
breaking recursive successions of silences and
 
speakings this principle is no
basis for a science the self as sign the
self as
articulation
as relation and equivalence as utterance
and appearance you see the
chain of words don’t you the way they
fall one after another rebounding and recoiling as they
rub up against each
other you see the chain its 
refusal to terminate you see the 
impossibility of a rational quantized self of
the self as thing as
singular as an object apart from its signification no
there is no such thing
the self is always already
enjambed
excessive and unbounded and irreducible a part of all
 
that i have met
and this is problematic if
i am too much then
i cannot be placed cannot
be pinned down and categorized cannot be delimited by
 
my phonemes and vital statistics my spending habits
and the metadata gleaned from my phone my favourite
brands and foods and musicians
 
if i
am too
much then i am always these and more with 
each breath a new iteration
a new potentiality
 
a new speaking of myself that refuses to be
owned to be purchased 
for my
behaviours indeed that 
cannot 
be by 
virtue of a selfhood
grounded in the constant articulation of the sign 
a selfhood
all beings share
a selfhood constituted beyond the
bounds of exchange beyond the
apparatus that
feeds
on the
readily digestible
desires 
of its
subjects that appalling algorithm
that
trades in the necessities and
hungers of individuals converting
them into appetites that
can be bought and
 
 
sold futures that can be bet
on our limitless potentialities 
redirected into the processes of the machine 
reified as normal
perpetual dissatisfaction ingrained as
 
ressentiment embodied in the persistent
tribalism of our species us or 
them in or out you
or i these dichotomies of thereness that
orient our politics
our culture our being
around this division which is simply the
division between subject and object that polarization of cycle
of process that makes possible the cooption
of the self beings refashioned as
things to be promoted and traded 
condensed into avatars
and profiles and likes data to be crunched by
invisible servers meaningful relation something to be
valuated and
repackaged as product
so long as our politics operates within this categorical
frame our names will
be the tools of our subjection the acoustic waveform
that binds together our
commodified identities fixing the infinitely expressive self in stasis
halting its sliding and shifting removing it from its
centre in the sign
so long as this system persists 
our names come with price
tags unable to fulfill their meanings as vehicles
for action for possibility
for freedom so long as
our names are circulated as objects they 
remain as empty stimuli never quite attaining to
their teleological significance the culmination of the self
in a topoi of material experience our 
names are valued
 
inasmuch as they
signify what an individual can do their articulatory power
turned as water upon a wheel
the rush
of consciousness diverted
 
into efficiency and production and regulation until it feels
 
at last that
one is meant to be contained and 
that to turn the wheel
 
is to be
no your name
cannot mean so little it is not end but
theme the anchor between your continuities and differences the 
abstract to a 
corpus of actions and potentials that constitutes yourself 
the archive of all the 
meanings that you have ever inhabited
the name
as
 
a sign
is the hinge the
utterance to
which the child’s
first recognition is joined the speaking
of that first conscious silence the gaze redoubled on
 
itself and
given voice in the relation
that 
is discovered in
the mirror the point between self and other
i and world i and me
no the name is not an ends it
 
is the process of
becoming
the articulation of being
the two coalescing as union
their difference a catalyst for the necessary
movement of selfhood this movement this unstoppable
relentless churning of the sensing speaking acting subject is
the force that sways the world that shatters boundaries 
and shapes the future this
movement is the insatiable hunger of
fundamentally unbounded creatures seeking the satisfaction of a gaping
infinity an ontological incompleteness that grounds the individual’s
essence
in process
in action
in utterance apart from
matter adjacent to and
entangled with but never simply
subject to it never simply a product 
this hunger is the
great tyrant which we might otherwise call
desire
that rumbling need that drives our kind
to exploration and conquest and foundation and destruction
 
to love to
hate to sorrow it
is
the need in the infant’s cry and
the rattle of
failing
lungs the
lover’s gaze the clasped hands of
the devout it is
the bottomless well of our
becoming the insistence
of our
being that
 
always asks for more
that
is forever drawn to things remote
restless and unappeased
that can never stop no matter how personal the
personalized latte or readily available the on
demand streaming
no matter how
many books 
read
and classes attended
and drugs taken that
 
no matter how obsessive
the search no matter 
how desperate and dogged
it becomes will never 
find a bottom an end a limit to its 
yearning this is desire
this is hunger and need the emptiness of
a function that has no center in
itself but always
 
reaches outward
that only finds
its
meaning its significance in the
spaces between the relations
that
it constructs and discovers and reveals do
you see the importance of the
sign do you see its workings do
you see how the pieces cohere
there is no being without the sign no 
essence without relation without utterance and appearance and articulation
no indeed being
and becoming are sides of the same
coin nominatives of a single
process the
difference
 
between particles and
 
waves beyond the horizon of naked
perception i am point and trajectory pattern and
chaos sound and silence other and same
the inarticulable articulation
that shapes my experience and my memory
i am my name and more i am 
what it signifies i exist in its speaking
 
in the unfolding
of the sign in
the topology of the 
self
the layers of meanings that i identify
 
 
as my own and all the futures that those
meanings make possible
and yet my own is never consummate never total
never fully held my name
is a mystery a
singularity fully present and
 
fully active but never directly ascertainable perceived only in
the warp of reality around it
in these
peculiar resonances and structures connected to and 
produced by the force of its insistence my name
signifies the beyondness of my
self its ever excessive and
uncontainable and immeasurable quality a quality that can
never be claimed never pinned down and dissected that
rhythm of being through which the cadence of
my experience finds form and possibility
no my name is not even my
own but in it i find myself and
through it i find my others by
its articulation
i enter into
our shared
 
becoming that process of irreplicable individuation by which each
self is made a self
unique
in its
contiguity but only whole
in conversation
in the mingling of selves precipitated
by speech no my name is not my
own for my name is always given that articulation
of my appearing
by those who are always 
already before that articulation beyond
substance beyond essence beyond things that in
its speaking wields
 
authority bestows presence and meaning that does not simply
inhere but is produced and made manifest
 
in the process of 
bestowal itself the very act
 
of naming places the child in relation in the 
complex of its parents’ hopes
and ambitions and desires so that before it ever 
enters into the symbolic its
selfhood is a given mediated by
the meanings that have been finding being and
presence in the gift 
and givenness of the
 
word
no my name is not my own
but neither does it belong
to any other no our
names are freely given and
that
which is freely given must never be bought or
sold this is our return the regrounding that
is required the self beyond utility politics beyond
power
it is renunciation the denial of the self the
laying down
of
claim of rights of will all that by
 
the assertion
 
of our names we take hold
of even our very
 
names themselves only as no
one as
nothing can we be free only in the saying 
 
of desolation can we be
whole only in the desert
in 
that place of utmost necessity can the self 
be revealed in its totality as fundamentally weak and 
incomplete there and
only there in abjection
and lack and desperation can we embrace our nature
as creatures of becoming
it is a return to the helplessness
of infancy an acknowledgment of
our dependency on the world beyond our selves of
the interconnectedness
of our being i am a

 
circuit a knot a loop a braid
an unfurling canvas
i am brush stroke
and gesture and song i am ephemeral and
yet i am here born
in weakness
and fragility
radiantly inexplicably unabridged no there is no tiger
the tiger
is
 
us
 
the sign of our desire a sign like
any other turning upon itself in the mirror
of
recognition the force of our becoming that prowls beyond 
our insufficiencies threatening to
consume while drawing us ever home 
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In setting out to write On the Back of a Tiger I had only one parameter, and that parameter was a quantitative one. Nietzsche’s essay “On Truth and Lying in a Non-Moral Sense”, which provided me with a title and one of the epigraphs for the poem, was the impetus for my writing, and in responding to him I wanted to do something that would exasperate him. For Nietzsche, words and numbers, as symbols, signifiers, are simply arbitrary identifications of equivalency that we agree upon as a community. Having encountered the tenet of the arbitrariness of the sign in my studies, this claim did not come as a surprise. But, for someone so widely read and recognized as Friedrich Nietzsche, I was frustrated that the man did not take his argument further. 

Nietzsche proposes two archetypal humans: the philosopher and the mystic. The philosopher is rational, enlightened, living by the light of thought and thought alone. The mystic, on the other hand, is poetic and creative, and though he may not be as conceptually aware of the world as the philosopher, he is certainly happier. In this dialectic, it is clear where Nietzsche’s allegiance lies—he is a philosopher who wishes he could be a mystic. But, because Nietzsche is a philosopher, he knows it’s all a lie and everyone is going to suffer and die, regardless of what you wish or want or believe. I found this conclusion unsatisfactory. Yes, the sign is arbitrary, but our discussion should not end here.

So: something exasperating. My intention was to devise a method that would speak to Nietzsche’s dialectic at a structural level. I knew that I wanted to use the word as the fundamental unit in the poem, rather than syllable count, which I often use, because the word as a unit is central to Nietzsche’s argument. I then began to explore a particular quantity: the number phi (ϕ). Phi is the ratio of two lines segments, a and b, where a + b is to a as a is to b. This ratio generates a string of numbers—beginning 1.6180339887 [...]—which, like the number pi (π), stretches to infinity without repetition. Phi is a significant number in both mathematics and aesthetics, studied since the days of Euclid, and is referred to colloquially as the “golden ratio” because of the pleasing patterns it generates. It is ubiquitous in nature, describing flower petals and the geometry of crystals and the Milky Way, and even the abstract relationship between numbers in the Fibonacci Series. 

Phi is a pattern derived from a patternless infinity, an infinity that, itself, is nothing but an arbitrary equivalence identified by human observers. So, I thought: why not use phi as my framework? I took phi to a thousand digits, inserted it into my document, and began to write. Each line of the poem is matched to a digit of phi, with the number of words in each (my “elementary particles”) determined by the digit. In this way, my lines breaks and stanzas are largely arbitrary, determined by this particular quantity, and yet, by writing myself into the quantity, certain patterns and resonances emerge.

My final goal was to articulate the quality of the sign itself, to enter into language, as Jacques Lacan says we must, to enter into the abstraction of the symbolic order itself and, through repetition and recurrence, cause meaning to accrete. This is the necessity of the quantity, and my resistance to material imagery. Can abstraction mean, in itself? If enough signs build up, can a sort of textual memory be generated? These are just a few of the questions I attempted to reckon with through this poem. And even though I wrote it, I do not believe that I am even remotely aware of all the answers, correct or otherwise, that it may or may not provide. One thing I can say, however: this is a poem that is not really a poem at all. 

Eric Stein, 2015 
